?//; Trttredte of Hamlet 

H int. How long will a man lie i’th earth ere he rot? 

£7 ow. Faith if a be not rotten before a die, as wehauemany poc- 
; ecorfes , • that willfcarce hold the laying in , a will laft you fomc 
1 ght yeare,or nineyearc. A Tanner will lafl you nine yeare, 

H am. Why he more then another? 

| Clow. Why fir, bis hide is Jo tand with his trade, that a will keepe 
|i ut wafer a great vvhile;& your water is a fore dccaycr ofyour whor- * 
' n dead body, hccr’s a fculi row bath lycn you i th earth aj.yeates. 
Ham. Whcfewasit:’ 

Qow, A whotfon mad fellowes it was,whofc do you think it was? 

, H am. Nay I know not. 

Clow. Apeftilencc ®n him for a mad rogue, apourda flagon of 
enifih on my head once ; t his fame skull fir, was fir Yorichs skull, the 
ings lefier. 
wjg|-H«ar. This? 

|;||| fl ow> Eenthat. 

’ |§i Ham. Alas poorc Toricke'i knew lvim Horatio,* fellow of infinite 
f -ft, of mod cxcelent fancy , hee hath bore me on his backe a thou- 
l jnd times, and now how abhorred in my imagination it is:my gorge 
, t fes at it. Here hung thofe lyppes that 1 hauc kill I know not how 
:ft:where be your gibes now ? your gamboles, yourfongs, yourfla- 
i ies of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a roate,not one 
|% jiaw to mocke your owne grinning, quite chopfalne. Now get you 
! ||[ |>my Ladies tabic, and tell hcr,!etherpaint an inch thicke,to this fa- 
' our file muft come, make her laugh at that. 

!l rethee H oratio tel! me one, thing, 
ipf I H ora. What’s that my Lord; 

, :3 Ham.Doofc thou thinke Alexander lookt a this faflion i’th earth? 

I Hora. Een fo. 

| |f|| ij Ham, A nd fmelt fotpah . 
j | ■ a \ H ora. Een fo my Lord . 

I® I: H art. To what bale vies we may rcturne Horatio fWhy may not 

, ,• itaoitiation trace the noble dull of Alexander, till a find it flopping 
BNHp ° , . . 

. nmgholej’ 

| Hora. Tvvere to confider too curioufiy to conhder fo. 

\:Ham. No faith,not aiot.. but to follow him thether with modefty 
. t ' 1 1 .mgi.-and likelihood to lcadcfc.a^/«**«fer dicd,tA lexander was 
’P :ricd* Alexander returncth to dull, the dull is earth, of earth vice 
||| ‘ike Lome, 8c why of that Lome whereto he was conucvted, roig lC 


Trince ef Dcmmrke. 

They not fieppe a Beare-bartell? 

Imperious C&far dead, and turn’d to Clay, 

M,ohc ftoppe a hole, to keepe the wind away. 

,0 that that earth which kept the world in awe, 

Shoulp patch a wall t’ expel! the waters flaw. 

But folt, but foft awhile, here comes the King, £nterKtn 

The Quccne,the courtiers,\vho is this they follow? Quee.T.aerti | 

And with luch maimed rites?this doth betoken, a 'nd the eorfi 
The corfe they follow, did with dclptat hand 
Foredoo it owne lifc,twas of fome eftate. 

Couch wc a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony clfe? 

Ham. That is Laertes a very noble youth, make, 

L aer. What Ceremony elfe:' . 

Dott. Her obfequies haue beene as farreinlargd 
As we haue warranty,her dea:h was doubtlull, 

And but that great command orc-fwayes the order. 

She fliould in ground vnfanctified becnc lodg d 
Till the lall t rumpet : for charitable prayers. 

Flints and pcebles fhould be throwne on her: 

Yet hecrc flic is allow’d her virgin Crants, 

Hctmayden ftrewments,and the bringing home 
Of bell and buriall. 

L aer. Muft there no more be doonef 

< Do£t. Nomorebedoone,. 

We fhould prophane the feruice ofthc dead. 

To ling a Requiem and luch reft to her 
As to peace-parted ioules. 

"Laer, Lay her i’th earth, 

And from herfaire and vnpoiluted flefh . 

May Violets fpnng : 1 tell thee churlifh Priefl, 

Aminiflring Angcll Avail my lifter be 
When thon lyeft howling. 

Ham. What,the faire Ophelia. 

Quee. Sweets to the fweet,i farewell, 

Ihop’tthou fhould’ft haue beene my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride-bed to haue deckt fweet niaide. 

And not haue lirew’d tliy grauo. 

I aer. O trfcbblewoc 





